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THE DUBLIN PENNY JOURNAL. 



this determination he bent his steps towards the town at 
the earliest dawn of the following morning ; but he had 
scarcely reached its precincts, when he met a crowd ap- 
proaching, amongst whom, with shame and terror, he ob- 
served hfs father~on horseback, attended by several officers 
of justice. At present, the venerable magistrate had no 
suspicion that his only son was the assassin of his 
friend and guest; but "when young Lynch proclaimed 
himself the murderer, a conflict of feeling seized the 
wretched father beyond the power of language to des- 
cribe. To him, as chief magistrate of the town, was en- 
trusted the power of life and death. For a moment the 
strong affection of a parent pleaded in his breast in behalf 
of his wretched son : but this quickly gave place to a sense 
of duty in his magisterial capacity as an impartial dispen- 
ser of the laws. The latter feeling at length predominated, 
and though he now perceived that the cup of earthly bliss 
was about to be for ever dashed from his lips, he resolved 
to sacrifice all personal considerations to his love of jus- 
tice, and ordered the guard to secure their prisoner. 

The sad procession moved slowly towards the prison 
amidst a concourse of spectators, some of whom expressed 
the strongest admiration at the upright conduct of the ma- 
gistrate, while others were equally loud in their lamenta- 
tions for the unhappy fate of a highly accomplished youth 
who had long been a universal favourite. But the firmness 
of the mayor had to withstand a still greater shock when 
;he mother, sisters, and intended bride of the wretched 
Walter beheld him who had been their hope and pride, 
approach pale, bound, and surrounded with spears. Their 
frantic outcries affected every heart except that of the in- 
flexible magistrate, who had now resolved to sacrifice life 
with all that makes life valuable rather than swerve from 
the path of duty. 

In a few days the trial of Walter Lynch took place, and 
in a provincial town of Ireland, containing at that period 
not more than three thousand inhabitants, a father was be- 
held sitting in judgment, like another Brutus, on his only 
son ; and, like him, too, condemning that son to die, as a 
sacrifice to public justice. Yet the trial of the firmness of 
the upright and inflexible magistrate did not end here. 
His was a virtue too refined for vulgar minds : the popu- 
lace loudly demanded the prisoner's release, and were only 
prevented by the guards from demolishing the prison, and 
the mayor's house, which adjoined it ; and their fury was 
increased on learning that the unhappy prisoner had now 
become anxious for life. To these ebullitions of popular 
rage were added the intercessions of persons of the first 
rank and influence in Galway, and the entreaties of his 
dearest relatives and friends ; but while Lynch evinced all 
the feeling of a father and a man placed in his singularly 
distressing circumstances, he undauntedly declared that 
the law should take its course. 

On the night preceding the fatal day appointed for the 
execution of Walter Lynch, this extraordinary man en- 
tered the dungeon of his son, holding in his hand a lamp, 
and accompanied by a priest. He locked the grate after 
him, kept the keys fast in his hand, and then seated him- 
self in a recess of the wall. The wretched culprit drew 
near, and, with a faltering tongue, asked if he had any 
thing to hope ? The mayor answered, " No, my son — 
your life is forfeited to the laws, and at sun-rise you must 
die ! I have prayed for your prosperity : but that is at an 
end — with this world you have done for ever — were any 
other but your wretched father your judge, I might have 
dropped a tear over my child's misfortune, and solicited 
for his life, even though stained with murder ; but you must 
die : these are the last drops which shall quench the sparks 
of nature; and, if you dare hope, implore that heaven may 
not shut the gates of mercy on the destroyer of his fellow- 
creature. I am now come to join with this good man in 
petitioning God to give you such composure as will enable 
you to meet your punishment with becoming resignation." 
After this affecting address, he called on the clergyman to 
offer up their united prayers for God's forgiveness to his 
unhappy son, and that he might be fully fortified to meet 
the approaching catastrophe. In the ensuing supplica- 
tions at a throne of mercy, the youthful culprit joined with 
fervor, and spoke of life and its concerns no more. 
Day had scarcely broken when the signal of preparation 



was heard among the guards without. The father rose, 
and assisted the executioner to remove the fetters which 
bound his unfortunate son. Then unlocking the door, he 
placed him between the priest and himself, leaning upon 
an arm of each. In this manner they ascended a flight of 
steps lined with soldiers, and were passing on to gain the 
street, when a new trial assailed the magistrate, for which 
he appears not to have been unprepared. His wretched 
wife, whose name was Blake, failing in her personal exer- 
tions to save the life of her son, had gone in distraction to 
the heads of her own family, and prevailed on them, for 
the honour of their house, to rescue him from ignominy. 
They flew to arms, and a prodigious concourse soon assem- 
bled to support them, whose outcries for mercy to the cul- 
prit would have shaken any nerves less firm than those of 
the mayor of Galway. He exhorted them to yield submis- 
sion to the laws of their country ; but finding all his efforts 
fruitless to accomplish the ends of justice at the accus- 
tomed place and by the usual hands, he, by a desperate 
victory over parental feeling, resolved himself to perform 
the sacrifice which he had vowed to pay on its altar. Still 
retaining a hold of his unfortunate son, he mounted with 
him by a winding stair within the building, that led to an 
arched window overlooking the street, which he saw filled 
with the populace. Here he secured the end of the rope 
which had been previously fixed round the neck of his son, 
to an iron staple, which projected from the wall, and, after 
taking from him a last embrace, he launched him into eter- 
nity. 

The intrepid magistrate expected instant death from the 
fury of the populace ; but the people seemed so much 
overawed or confounded by the magnanimous act, that 
they etired slowly and peaceably to their several dwel- 
lings. The innocent cause of this sad tragedy is said to 
have died soon after of grief, and the unhappy father of 
Walter Lynch to have secluded himself during the re- 
mainder of his life from all society, except that of his 
mourning family. His house still exists in Lombard -street, 
Galway, which is yet known by the name of " Dead Man's 
Lane," and over the front doorway are to be seen a skull 
and cross bones executed in black marble, with the motto, 
"Remember Deathe, vaniti of vaniti, and all is but vaniti." 



CORPORATION ENACTMENTS. 

In the town books of the Corporation of Youghal, among 
many other singular enactments of that body, are two which 
will now be regarded as curiosities. In the years 1680 and 
1700, a cook and a barber were made freemenj on condition 
that they should severally dress the Mayor's feasts, and shave 
the Corporation, — gratis! 



IRISH TRADE WITH ENGLAND. 



Some idea of the extent and importance of the trade be« 
tween Ireland and England may be formed from the follow- 
ing list of articles imported into England during the year 
1831 : 



Horses, , 

Cows, • 

Calves, 

Sheep, 

Lambs, 

Pigs, 

Mules, 

Bacon, 

Porlc, 

Beef, 

Hams and Tongues, 

Lard, 

Butter, „ 

E ? gs, * 

Wheat, . 

Barley, 

Oats. 

Itye, 

Peas, 

Beans, 

Malt, 

Flour, 

Meal, 



155 

6,821 

285 

•13,218 

1,814 

89,700 

243 

15,090 hales 
17,746 barrels 
9,445 tierces 

970 hhds 
8,452 firkins 

504,047 

3,508 crates 



•« s. d. 
at 20 each 
nt 8 
at 1 
at 1 
at 6 
at 10 
at 10 
at 2 10 
at 3 
at 5 10 
at 3 
at 2 10 
at 3 
at 2 



377,080 quarters at 2 10 



313,453 

460,788 

500 

2,736 

10,456 

8,650 

113,11.4 sacks 
250,860 loads 



at I 10 

at 1 

at 1 10 

at 1 10 

at 1 10 

at 2 10 

at 2 10 

at 1 10 



£ 
3,100 

54,568 

285 

13,218 

438 

44,850 

2,430 

37,725 

53,238 

51,947 10 

2,910 

21,130 

1,512,141 

7,016 

942,650 

470,187 

460,786 

840 

4,104 

15.0S4 

21,625 

i2,9K5 



s. d. 




376,290 



Total value, 



£4,380,147 10 



